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Should I try death by duffons.- T am mop’t. 

Food tooke I none thefe two daies. 

Sipt fome water, i -have nor clofd mine eyes 
Save when my lids fcowrd off their bine, alas 
Diffo'ue my life, Let not mv fence unf. tile 
Lead I lhoulddrowne,or dab or hang my (elfe. 

0 date of Nature, fade together in me. 

Since thy bed props are warptrSo which way now f 

1 he bttfc way is,the next way to a grave : 

Each ci rant ftep befide is torment. Loe 

The Moo ;e is down,the Cryckets, chi pe,the Schreichowle 
Calfsin the dawne ; allofh.es are done 
Save what I fade in: But the point is this 
An end,and that is all. Exit, 

Scxna j, Enter Arciteyvith Meats }Vint x ani Fibs, 
tsirc. 1 (hould be neexe the place, boa. Cofen PAamn. 

Enter palanun. 

Pal. Arcite. 

Arc. The fame:T have brought you foode and files, 
Gome forth and fcare not, her esno Ihefem. 

Pul, Nor none fo honeft arcite. 

<zArc' T hat's no mam r, 

Wee’ l argue that hei eafter: Come take courage. 

You lhall not dye thus beaftly.here Sir drinke 
I know you are faint, then lie take further with you. 

Pal. Arcite, thou mightft now poyfon me. 

Arc. I might. 

But I mod f.-ate you firft : Sit downe,a«d good now 
No more of thefe vaine parlies; let us not 
Having ouranc ent reputation with us 
Make ra.ke for Fooies,andCo wards, To your health,^ 
Pat. Doe. 

Arc. Pray fit downe then, and let me entreate you 
By all the honedy and honour in you, 

No mention of this woman, c’ will difturbe us. 

We lb all have time enough. 

Pal- W ell Sir, lie pledge you. (blood nwft 

tArc, Drinke a good hearty draught, it breeds go°d 

Doe 
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Doe not you feele it thaw you ? 

'pal. Stay, lie tell you after a draught or two. mote. 
jre. Spare it not, the Duke has more Guz/Eate now. 
Pal . Yes, 

Arc. I am glad you have fo good afiqmacb. 

Pal. I am gladder I have fogood meace toot. 

Are. 1 st not mad lodgingjherc in the wild woods Cofen 
Pal. Yes, for then that have wilde Confidences. (I fee, 
^rc.How tafls your vittailsPyour hunger needs no fa wee 
Pal. Not much. 

But if it did, yours is too tattrfweete Cofcnf what is this? 
Are. Venifon. 

Pal , Tisalufty me ate : 

Giue me more winejhere Arcite to the wenches 

We ha ve known in our daie$.The Lord Stewards daughter. 

Poe you remember her ? 

Arc. After you Cuz. 

Pal. She lov’d a black-hairdman. 

Arc. She did fb; well Sir. 

Pal. And I have heard fome call him Arcite, and 
Arc. Out with’t faith. 

Pal. She met him in an Arbour: 

What did fhc there GuzPplay o’th virginals ? 

Are. Something fhc did Sir. 

Pa l. Made her groanea moneth for tjor 2. or 3,0s joi 
Arc. The Marfhals Sifter, 

Had her fiiarc t.oo,a$l remember Gofen, 

Elfe there be tales abroade,you’l pledge her ? 

Pal. Yes. 

Arc. A pretty broune wench tVThere wasa time 
When yong men went a hunting, and a wood. 

And a broade Bee eh; a nd the reby hangs a tale : heigh ho. 

Pal. For Emily x upon my life; Foole 
Away with this ilramd mirth; T fayagaine 
That figh wasbrearhd for Smily x bafe Cofen, 

Dar’ft thou breake fir ft l 
A re. you are wide. 

Pal, By heaven and earth, ther’s nothing in thee honeft. 

G Are,. 


